VERONA

certainly too high for love, unless Juliet was a
trapeze acrobat, accustomed to hanging head down-
wards by her toes.

This was not Juliet's house, for the sufficient
reason that so far as authentic history knows, there
never was any Juliet. It seems that Shakspeare
took the Story of Juliet from an Italian ficHon,
performing in the process his customary feat of
making a silk purse out of a sow's ear; and that
he chose Verona for her habitation because of its
agreeably sounding name. There not having been
any Juliet, there could not have been any Juliet's
house. Hence to label a building as Juliet's house,
and to draw the special attention of simple-minded
tourists to it as such, was an aft of unscrupulous
fraud, which the city authorities ought to have
firmly and publicly disowned. The thing is as
barefaced a swindle as the alleged tomb of Agamem-
non at Mycenae.

Still, Verona is not a mean city. The first view
of the vaSt old reddish Castle, with superb bridge
to match, after you have passed through its triple
enclosure of walls, is exceedingly impressive. Also
the place is unspoilt. It exists now as it did exist.
The hoof-marks of the globe-trotter are not upon
it. The Streets are narrow, with very few new
monuments, and without vistas. (True, the traffic
is directed by policemen with white batons, derived
doubtless from London via Paris via Rome and
Milan.) The main Street is forbidden to all wheeled
traffic. The famous Herb Market, where the